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i be Taming ofi the {bte*», 

Cru. My M r is growne quarrelfomc : 

I fliould knocke you firft. 

And then 1 know after who comes by the worlt. 

‘Pitr. Will it not be? . 

Faith Sirrah, andyou’lnot knocke lie ring it, 

He trie how youcaniW, Fa, and fingn. 

He rings him bj the eurcs 

Gru. He1pemiftrishelpe,my malleus mad- 

Petr. Now knocke when I bid you ; firrrah villaine. 

Enter Hortenjio 

Her How now,whai’s tfc matter? my old friend Grumio, and 
4 my good fri end Tetruchio ? How do you all at Verona. ? 

Petr. Signiot Hortenjio come you to part the tray ? 

Contutti le core bene trohatto,m&yl{iy. 

Hor. AlUnoftra caja benevenuto multo honoratajignior m.o 

“petruchio. 

Rife C 7 r/*wh> rife, we will compound this quarrel!. 

Gru. Nay ’tisno matter lir , what he leges in Latinc. 1 1 1 his be 
not alawfull cautcfor me to leauehisteuice, lookeyou fir: He 
bid me knocke him , and & rap him foundly fir , Well , was it fit 
for a leruancto vfc his mailer fo , being perhaps (for ought 1 fee) 
two and thirty, a peepe out t Wbomc would to God 1 had well, 
knockt at firft then had not grumio come by the worft. 

Petr. A fencelclTe villaine : good Hortenjio , 

I bad the ralcall knocke vpon your gate, 

And could ner.get.hini for my hearctodoit. 

Gru . Knocke at the gate? Oh heauens tlpake you not the-t 
words plaine .? Sina, Knocke me hcere : rappe me hetre ; know 
2 BC well, and kncckc me foundly ! And come you now with knock- 
ing at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirra be gon, or talke not 1 aduife you. 

Hir. Petruchio patience, 1 am grumio' s pledge:. 

Why thisa heauie chance twixt him and you, 

Your ancient truftie plcafam feruant Grumio : 

And tell me now (fwceic friend) what happie gale 
Blowes you to Padua heere, from old Verona ? 

Petr. Such winde as fcatters yongmen through the wow 
To feeke their fortunes farther then at home, 

Where fmall experience growes but in a few. 




The Taming eftheS hr eht* 

Signior Hortenjio hus it Hands with me, 
tsfntonio my father is dcceaft, 

And I haue chruft my felte into this maze. 

Happily to wiucana thriue, as bell I may: 

Crownes in my purfe 1 haue,and goods at home. 

And fo am come at>r ?ad to fee the world. 

Her. 'Petruchio , (hall I then come roundly to thcc. 

And wifih thee to a Ihrew’d ill- fauor’d wife ? 

Thou’dftthanke me but a little for my counlell: 

And yet lie promife thee fhe (hall be rich. 

And verie rich: but th’art too much my friend. 

And I le not wilh thcc to her, 

Petr. Hortenjio , ’twixt fuch friends as wee, 

Few words fulfice : and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio' s wife: 

(As wealch t> burthen ofmy woing dance) 

Belhc asfoule as was P lore n tins Loue, 

As old xiSibell, andascurftandlhrow’d 
As Socrates Zentippe , or a worfe : 

Shemoues me not, or not remouesat lead 
Affeftions edge in me. Were (he as rough 
As arc the fwelling Adnaticke fcas. 

I come to wiue it wealthily in Padua". 

Ifwealthily, then happily in Padua . 

Grue. Nay looke you lir, he tels you flatly what his minde is : 
Whygiue him gold enough, and marrie him to a Puppet or an 
Aglet babie, or an old tret with ne’re a tooth in her. head, though 
fhe haue as many difeafes as two and fifue horfes. Why nothing 
comes amilTe,fo monie comes wit hall. 

Hor. Petruchio, finee we arc ftept thus farr in, 

I will continue thatl broach’d in ieft, . 

I can Petruchio hclpe thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and yongand bcautious, 

Brought vp asbeft becomes a Gentlewoman. 

Her only fault and that isfaults enough, 

Is, thatlheisintollcrablecurft. 

And Ihrow’d and froward,fo beyond allrncafurc, 

That weie my It ate tarre worfe r then it is, 

I Would not wed her ioramineof Cold. 
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